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though she would have given me all that lust might desire, to
my will she was unresponsive.

But in India, broadly, the profession of a prostitute is an
honourable one ; and because it is in India I do not quarrel
with it.

As a regimental officer I had begun to feel my feet and was
not unpopular, for I was full of fun and possessed also of a flair
for parlour tricks and for improvisation. I re-formed the boxing
club and began to take a very active part in its engagements in
the ring. I fought and nearly slaughtered by my onslaught a
gunner officer hitherto unbeaten, and trained and carried through
many victories my pets, Brady, Garrioch, and Bandsman Blake,
names which made history in the world of fisticuffs. The club,
with its dancing, mild tennis, gin, and poodle faking, bored me,
so I organized a dramatic society and commenced writing
burlesques for its performance, set to music by the Regimental
Bandmaster and schoolmaster. We opened the theatre, for which
I had painted both the proscenium and the scenery, with an old
farce, The Area Belle, in which, having shaved my regulation
moustache to the smallest bristles and cloaked it with grease,
I played the part of the belle. I was extraordinarily agile on
my feet and the bandmaster's wife, who in earlier days had had
some connection with the stage, taught me to ballet dance.
My audience of soldiers, mostly our own men and Seaforths,
rocked in their seats with glee and encouraged me, I fear, to much
vulgarity; but the regimental dramatic club was a splendid
offset to the lure of the brothel even though the ladies of the
cast lacked the special charms of " The Gaiety/*

The second presentation was a most ambitious affair, Bluebeard
Re-blued9 or The Last Straw. Having regard to my remarks
concerning the encouragement of soldiers, and to principal
ladies, the alternative title was not inappropriate. I played the
part of Fatima, supported by a chorus of bandboys dressed in
ravishing toilettes, and so successful was the improvisation that
a visiting General remarked from the stalls to the bandmaster,
" What beautiful girls ! " to which he retorted, " You ought to
see 'em in their baths, sir ! "

We followed this venture with a topical skit on The Merchant
of Venice, for which I wrote quantities of ribald topical lyrics.
Shylock was a top-hatted moneylender, Portia the keeper of a
boarding-house, Bassanio (myself) a trick cyclist, and so on.
I think I should have been court-martialled when in the final